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softly as the dew from the Twilight. A third pledge, which she
carried under her heart, was, by virtue of the Pope's insomno-
lency, destined, when it saw the light, to forego the embraces of
its father. Although Count Ernst put on the rugged aspect of a
man, Nature maintained her rights in him, and he could not hide
his strong feelings of tenderness, when at parting he quitted the
embraces of his weeping spouse. As in dumb sorrow he was
leaving her, she turned hastily to the cradle of her children;
plucked out of it her sleeping boy; pressed it softly to her breast,
and held it with tearful eyes to the father, to imprint a parting
kiss on its unconscious cheek. With her little girl she did the
same. This gave the Count a sharp twinge about the heart:
his lips began to quiver, his mouth visibly increased in breadth;
and sobbing aloud, he pressed the infants to his steel cuirass.,
under which there beat a very soft and feeling heart; kissed
them from their sleep, and recommended them, together with
their much loved mother, to the keeping of Gocl and all the
Saints. As he winded down along the castle road with his
harnessed troop from the high fortress of Gleichen, she looked
after him with desolate sadness, till his banner, upon which she
herself had wrought the Ked-cross with fine purple silk, no longer
floated in her vision.

Landgraf Luclwig was exceedingly contented as he saw his
stately vassal, and his knights and squires, advancing with their
flag unfurled; but on viewing him more narrowly, and noticing
his trouble, he grew wroth; for he thought the Count was faint
of heart, and out of humour with the expedition, and following it
against his will. Therefore his brow wrinkled clown into frowns,
and the landgraphic nostrils sniffed displeasure. Count Ernst
had a fine pathognomic eye; he soon observed what ailed his
lord, and going boldly up, disclosed to him the reason of his
cloudy mood. His words were as oil on the vinegar of dis-
content ; the Landgraf, with honest frankness, seized his vas-
sal's hand, and said: "Ah, is it so, good cousin? Then the
shoe pinches both of us in one place; Elizabeth's good-b'ye has
given me a sore heart too. But be of good cheer! While we
are fighting abroad, our wives will be praying at home, that we
may return with renown and glory." Such was the custom of
the country in those days : while the husband took the field, the
wife continued in her chamber, solitary and still, fasting and
praying, and making vows without end, for his prosperous re-